he liked it. But Gudula Rapp, who was to be found there
every day, had not yet arrived.
" She's still in the thick of her Buddhas, children. We
won't wait for her," said Helene.
Meier ordered the food. He brought along a pile of
dishes with the dexterity of a waiter. One could have as
many potatoes as one could eat, but only Plain Meier
availed himself of this generosity. Helene had only just
finished an experiment with chlorine which had com-
pletely taken away her appetite.
" My mouth is still full of halogen," she said.
And the surgery had upset Rainer's stomach. They
ate quickly. They did not care to linger there, and
Gudula would not come now in any case.
No, Gudula Rapp was sitting at home fighting an
attack of despair. She was sitting in front of her thesis.
She was in her second year now, and she was stuck : she
could not go on. Things towered up insurmountably
before her. She was as poor as a church mouse. She was
studying archaeology and was considered to be talented.
But now she was at the end of her tether. She was almost
prepared to throw it all up, give up the work, the study,
the hardships, scrap all the material she had collected, for
which she had fought and suffered and made such sacri-
fices, and take up some other study. She had chosen a
subject which was dear to her—Hellenic Motifs in the
Buddhist Art of Asia—and had thought that she would
complete it quickly and easily. But ever since she had
begun to work on it, it had grown under her very eyes>
spreading out in all directions, refusing to be kept within
reasonable bounds. She had done more than was neces-
sary in her efforts to conquer the Asiatic world, much more.
She had studied Hindustani, She had studied Chinese.
So far, so good. She had studied Japanese. She had not
shirked the dialects of Siam and Korea. She had attached
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